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" Rather to my surprise, Venner was quite friendly,
in his negative fashion. I expected that he would bear
me a grudge for the attitude I had taken when his
uncle died, but not a bit of it. He was quite effusive.
Thanked me for coming so promptly, talked about the
weather, the political situation, goodness knows what.
I saw he had something on his mind, and couldn't come
to the point.
" Then at last he told me that he hadn't been at all
himself recently. No physical symptoms to speak of,
but his nerves were all to pieces. Couldn't sleep, couldn't
eat, couldn't attend to business properly. Could I do
anything for him?
" He looked a bit haggard, certainly, and he couldn't
sit still for more than two or three minutes together.
Mind you, I had never seen him under what you might
call normal circumstances, so I didn't know what he
was like usually. I asked him as tactfully as I could if
anything was worrying him. And then he began to
babble about his uncle's death.
(< 1 can see him now, pacing up arid down that
ghastly drawing-room, with a sort of stupid, puzzled
expression. His uncle's death had been a terrible blow
to him, the greatest shock he had ever had in his life.
I let him ramble on like that, but I couldn't help think-
ing that a man who could reach his age without any
greater misfortune happening to him than the death of
an uncle, wasn't exactly an object of sympathy. How-
ever, at last I cut in. I'm afraid I was a bit brutal. I
told him that he must try to get over the shock, and
realise that, after all, we'd all got to die some time.
" And what do you think he said? He stopped dead
and stared at .me like a frightened fish. ' But not like
that, doctor, not like that!" he exclaimed. And then
I began to understand. Tetanus isn't the pleasantest
form of death, in any case. And he'd been there and